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Ho. Ho. Ho. Guess who's on the Naughty List again this year.
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Becoming a Slut

She was the perfect wife. Until a stranger touched her on a crowded subway ride—and she didn’t say no.

Sarah Gale was polished, poised, and loyal. A redhead with a husband, a quiet life … and one filthy secret waiting to be set free.

One grope on a crowded subway train rewires her body—and her marriage—forever. Her husband doesn’t get angry when she tells him. He gets hard. And he wants to see just how far his beautiful wife can fall.

What starts with cam shows and dirty pictures quickly spirals into motel threesomes, gloryhole worship, public use, gangbangs, and double penetration and more. Every limit gets tested. Every hole gets used. Every secret part of Sarah gets stripped away. Until she’s not just a stunning hotwife—she’s his slut. A submissive, aching, cum-dripping wife who lives to obey, to perform, to beg for more.

Becoming a Slut is an explicit, multi-part descent into submission, sexual rebirth, and husband-led humiliation. Each volume turns up the heat as Sarah sheds her shame and transforms into the hungry, obedient fucktoy she was always meant to be.

Series Themes

	Hotwife Corruption—From loyal trophy wife to filthy little fucktoy, Sarah’s descent comes hard and fast, and she's totally up for it.
	Exhibition and Voyeurism—Cam shows, sex tapes, and husband-led humiliation where she performs for strangers—and learns to crave their eyes.
	Hotwife and cuckold dynamics
	Double Penetration and Shared Use—Her holes aren’t just open, they’re available. Simultaneously. Frequently.
	Public Play and Chikan Fantasy—What starts with a single wandering hand on a subway ends with her soaked, stuffed, and on display in the real world.
	Psychological Submission—Greg doesn’t only open her legs. He rewires her brain. And Sarah loves it.
	Transformation Erotica—A spiral into obedience, hunger, and hot, shameless freedom.
	No return to “normal”. Not ever.



Naughty List Hotwife

Ho. Ho. Ho. Guess who's on the Naughty List again this year.

Sarah Gale is the perfect corporate wife: elegant, charming, and supportive.

She's also her husband Greg's perfect little slut.

The gift that keeps on giving, Sarah is naughty and nice.

At the company Christmas gala, she plays her part to perfection in a crimson silk gown, turning heads and securing influence for ambitious Greg.

But Greg has his eyes on a Vice Presidency, and he knows exactly what the Board wants for Christmas this year.

His hotwife down on her knees dressed as a slutty Miss Claus.

Christmas Bonus Hotwife (9,000 words) is a festive descent into corporate depravity, delivering scene after scene of unrepentant free-use age-gap filth as Sarah trades her dignity for Greg's corner office. If you crave intense hotwife action, humiliation, messy gangbangs, and a spectacular finish that leaves the heroine dripping with holiday cheer, then Sarah is the perfect stocking stuffer for you.
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Naughty List Hotwife

The mirror tells me I look like a queen.

The gown is crimson silk, floor-length and backless, plunging just deep enough in the front to hint at what I’m offering without giving it away for free. It cost more than my first car. It feels like water against my skin—cool and free flowing. Expensive.

Greg picked it out, of course. He zipped it up. He told me, specifically, no panties.

“It ruins the line,” he’d said, his hands lingering on my hips.

Now, standing in the elevator of the Four Seasons, watching the numbers climb toward the ballroom, I feel the draft ghosting up my thighs. I feel exposed. And I feel the familiar, sickening flutter of excitement in my belly.

“You look perfect,” Greg says. He’s adjusting his cufflinks, staring at his own reflection in the polished brass doors. He looks like a shark in a tuxedo. Sharp. Hungry.

“I feel naked,” I whisper.

He glances at me, his eyes dark. “That’s the whole point.”

The doors ding open.

The noise hits us first—the low, cultured roar of expensive people drinking expensive champagne. A jazz quartet is playing something soft in the corner. The room smells of pine, money, and ambition.

Greg’s hand clamps onto the small of my back. It’s a proprietary grip. Mine.

“Smile,” he commands. “And stand up straight. The Board is here.”

We circulate. I play the part I was born for, the part I perfected before Greg broke me down into something else. I am the charming corporate wife. I laugh at jokes that aren’t funny. I sip champagne and tilt my head and let men look at me.

And they do look.

There’s a hunger in this room that feels different from the motel rooms and the dive bars. It’s sharper. Colder. More calculated.

Greg steers me toward the bar, then pauses. “I need to grab the VP,” he murmurs. “Wait here. Look pretty.”

He vanishes into the sea of black tuxedos.

I stand by a towering ice sculpture of a reindeer, clutching my flute of champagne.

“Mrs. Gale.”

The voice is gravel and velvet. I turn.

It’s Mr. Sterling. The Chairman.

He’s older, silver-haired, with eyes that have seen everything and paid for most of it. He’s holding a scotch, rocks, and looking at me like I’m a line item on a budget he’s about to approve.

“Mr. Sterling,” I say, putting on my best dazzle. “It’s a lovely party.”

“It is now,” he says. He steps into my personal space. Just an inch too close.

He sets his drink down on the table behind me. He doesn’t look at my face. He looks at my chest, then slowly down the length of the red dress.

“Greg tells me you’ve been very… supportive… of his ambition this year.”

“I try to be,” I say. My pulse kicks up a notch.

“Good.”

He moves to stand beside me, ostensibly to look at the crowd. But his hand slides around my waist. It’s heavy. Warm.

And then it drops.

He cups my ass. Right there in the ballroom.

It’s not an accident. It’s not a brush. He grabs my right cheek, his fingers digging into the silk, squeezing the flesh beneath. He knows I’m not wearing underwear. He has to know. The fabric is thin enough that his thumb presses right into the cleft of my buttocks.

I freeze. My breath catches in my throat. I scan the room—did anyone see?

No one is looking. Or if they are, they’re looking away.

“Very supportive,” Sterling murmurs, giving my ass another firm, possessive squeeze. “Save a dance for me later, Sarah. The slow kind.”

He pulls his hand away, picks up his scotch, and walks away as if he didn’t just molest an employee’s wife in public.

I’m shaking. My skin burns where he touched me.

I turn to find Greg, my heart hammering against my ribs. I need to tell him. I need to get out of here.

But before I can take a step, another body brushes past me.

“Excuse me, Sarah.”

It’s Whitman. The CFO.

As he passes, his hand trails over my hip, fingers lingering near the slit of my dress. He leans in close, his breath smelling of gin. “Lovely dress. Would look better on my bedroom floor.”

He winks and keeps walking.

My stomach drops. The floor feels unsteady. They know. Somehow, they know.

I spot Greg near the balcony doors. I bee-line for him, my heels clicking sharply on the marble.

“Greg,” I hiss when I reach him. I grab his arm.

He looks down at me, cool as ice. “Keep your voice down.”

“Mr. Sterling,” I whisper, my voice trembling. “He… he touched me. On the ass. He grabbed me.”

I wait for the anger. I wait for the jaw to clench.

Greg smiles.

It’s a slow, terrifying curling of his lips.

“Did he?” Greg asks. “Good.”

I blink. “What?”

“I said, good. That means he’s interested.”

Greg looks around, checking that we’re unobserved, then grabs my elbow. Hard. He marches me away from the crowd, pulling me into a secluded alcove behind a heavy velvet curtain. The sounds of the party muffle instantly.

He spins me around and pins me against the wall.

“Greg, they’re treating me like—”

“Like a whore?” he finishes.

My mouth snaps shut.

“You think we’re here for the open bar, Sarah?” His eyes are wild, manic with ambition. “I’m up for the VP spot. The only spot. And I promised the Board a Christmas bonus they wouldn’t forget to lock it in.”

He leans in close. “You are the bonus.”

The air leaves my lungs.

“Greg…”

“Don’t ‘Greg’ me. You love it. I saw you flush when Sterling grabbed you. You know this is exactly what you’re for.”

He reaches into the inside pocket of his tuxedo jacket.

He pulls out a small velvet pouch. It looks like a jewelry bag.

“Turn around,” he commands.

I hesitate. I know what’s in the bag.

“Turn. Around.”

I turn. I brace my hands against the wall.

He lifts the skirt of my gown. The cool air hits my bare ass.

“Spread your legs.”

I widen my stance.

He opens the pouch. I hear the rustle. And then I feel it. Cold metal, warming quickly against my skin. Lube.

He pushes the tip against my asshole.

“Greg, not here—”

He shoves it in.

I gasp, biting my lip to stifle a cry. It’s big. Heavy. His favorite jeweled butt plug slides deep inside my ass, stretching me, filling me up. The base flares against my cheeks.

“It’ll help with your posture,” he tells me and then he drops my dress.

I’m panting, the fullness inside me radiating heat.

“Turn back around.”

I turn, leaning heavily against the wall, my knees shaking. The plug forces me to stand differently—hips thrust forward, ass clenched.

Greg holds up his hand.

Fanned out in his fingers are six plastic key cards.

“The Presidential Suite,” he says. “Room 4001.”

He presses the cards into my hand. They feel cold and sharp.

“Go back out there,” he orders. “Find Sterling. Whitman. Davis. Every member of the board and slip them a key. The last one’s for you.”

My hand closes around the plastic.

“Whisper the room number,” Greg says. “Tell them you’ll be waiting under the Christmas tree. Then get upstairs.”

“What… what do I do upstairs?” I whisper.

“There’s a costume on the bed. Put it on. Get on your knees. And wait to be unwrapped.”

He steps back, adjusting his tie, looking at me with total ownership.

“Merry Christmas, Sarah. Now go earn my promotion.”

**

The walk back into the ballroom feels like walking a tightrope without a net.

The butt plug rubs, stretches, and fills me with every step, a constant, heavy reminder of what I have become and who I belong to. I have to walk slower, my hips swaying more, just to accommodate it.

I clutch the five key cards in my sweaty palm, hidden against the folds of my red dress.

Sterling. Whitman. Davis. Thorne. Pierce.

I spot Sterling first. He’s holding court near the dessert table, laughing at something a junior associate said. He looks powerful. Untouchable.

My heart hammers against my ribs.

I approach him. He sees me coming. His eyes drop to my hips, then back to my face. The conversation dies around him as I step into his circle.

“Mr. Sterling,” I say. I sound breathless, sultry. Maybe I sound like a slut.

“Mrs. Gale,” he acknowledges, a smirk playing on his lips.

I step in close. Too close for a colleague’s wife. I reach out and take his hand, pretending to admire his watch.

“I think you dropped this,” I whisper.

I press the key card into his palm.

His fingers close over it instantly. He doesn’t look at it. He looks at me. His eyes darken, pupils dilating.

“Room 4001,” I murmur, leaning in so my lips brush his ear. “I’ll be under the tree.”

He shivers. I feel it. The great Chairman of the Board shivers because I just promised him whatever he wants.

“Don’t keep us waiting, Sarah,” he growls, low enough that only I can hear.

I pull away, flashing a polite smile to the group. “Enjoy the party, gentlemen.”

I walk away, my pussy throbbing.

One down.

Whitman is next. He’s at the bar. I slide the key into his jacket pocket while pretending to hug him hello. He squeezes my waist so hard it bruises.

Davis is by the band. He takes the key with a greedy, wet smile and licks his lips.

Thorne and Pierce are together, smoking on the balcony. I give them their keys simultaneously. Thorne grabs my ass with both hands as I turn to leave, his thumbs pressing into the plug’s base through my dress. I gasp, loud and sharp, and they both laugh.

“Good girl,” Thorne mutters.

Five keys. Five men.

I catch Greg’s eye across the room. He’s watching me. He raises his glass in a silent toast.

Go.

I slip out the side exit, my heels silent on the carpet, and head for the elevators.

The ride up to the 40th floor takes forever. I’m alone in the mirrored box, staring at myself. My cheeks are flushed. My nipples are hard against the silk. I look wrecked already, and I haven’t been touched yet.

Room 4001.

The key card Greg gave me slides into the slot with a green beep.

I push the door open.

The suite is massive. Floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the city lights. A fire roaring in the grate. A twelve-foot Christmas tree in the corner, glittering with gold and silver ornaments.

And on the massive king-sized bed, laid out like a corpse, is the costume.

I walk over to it.

My stomach flips.

It’s trash. It’s glorious, filthy trash.

A crushed velvet skirt that looks small enough to fit a doll. A bra that is less “supportive garment” and more “tinsel with straps.” Cheap, scratchy faux-fur trim. And a Santa hat.

I unzip my gown. It falls to the floor in a puddle of expensive crimson silk.

I stand there in the firelight, naked except for my heels and the jeweled plug glittering between my ass cheeks.

I feel the cool air on my skin.

I pick up the costume.

The skirt is a joke. I pull it on. It barely covers my pubic bone. If I bend even an inch, my ass—and the plug—will be fully visible.

The bra is tight, pushing my breasts up and together, framing them in scratchy white fur. My nipples protrude over the top, dark and hard.

I pull on the striped thigh-high stockings. They squeeze my thighs, leaving a gap of pale skin between the nylon and the hem of the skirt.

I put on the hat.

I look in the mirror. I look ridiculous. I look like a porn parody of Christmas.

I look like a slut.

And of course, I love it.

I walk over to the tree. My reflection in the window is ghostly—a Naughty Mrs. Claus waiting for her bad boys.

I get on my knees.

The plug shifts, filling me, grounding me. I spread my knees wide on the plush carpet. I rest my hands on my thighs. I straighten my back.

I wait.

Five minutes pass. Then ten.

The silence of the suite is heavy.

Then, the lock beeps.

Green.

The handle turns.

My heart slams into my throat.

The door opens, and Greg walks in.

He’s not smiling. He looks intense. Serious. He holds the door open. “Look who I ran into in the elevator.”

And then they file in.

Sterling. Whitman. Davis. Thorne. Pierce.

Five men in tuxedos. Ties undone. Collars unbuttoned. Jackets slung over arms.

They smell of scotch and cold winter air and power.

They fan out into the room, closing the door behind them. The lock clicks shut.

Greg walks over to where I’m kneeling. He looks down at me. At the cheap costume. at the way my tits are served up. At the fear and the hunger in my eyes.

He turns to the men. He spreads his hands.

“Gentlemen,” Greg says, his voice ringing with pride. “Merry Christmas.”

Sterling steps forward, loosening his cufflinks. He stares at me with a predatory focus.

“Well, Greg,” he says, dropping his cufflinks onto the side table with a clatter. “You certainly know how to motivate your team.”

He walks right up to me, invading the small circle of safety I’ve tried to build around myself on the rug. He looms. Up close, Sterling smells of aged oak, expensive tobacco, and the sharp, metallic tang of cold winter air clinging to his tuxedo.

He reaches out with a manicured hand and runs a finger along the cheap, scratchy white faux-fur trim of my bra. The material feels rough against the sensitive swell of my breast in contrast to the silk I was wearing earlier.

“Polyester,” he murmurs, his lip curling in amusement. “Tacky. Cheap.”

His eyes lock onto mine. They are hard, flinty, and utterly devoid of mercy.

“You’re usually so elegant, Sarah. Wrapped in designer labels. Looking down your nose at the help.” He gives the fur a sharp tug, testing the flimsy elastic. “And now look at you. Dressed like a truck stop hooker to help your husband climb the corporate ladder.”

My breath hitches. The humiliation hits me harder than a slap. My nipples harden instantly, betraying me, pushing against the thin red velvet cups.

“Is that what you are tonight, Sarah?” Sterling asks softly. “A hooker? Our little bonus?”

“Yes, sir,” I whisper. My voice trembles, but I force the words out.

“I can’t hear you.”

“Yes, sir,” I say, louder.

“Good.”

He grabs the front of the bra—right where the cheap plastic clasp holds the cups together—and yanks.

Snap.

The plastic gives way instantly. My breasts spill out, bouncing heavily in the firelight. They are pale, full, and tipped with flushed, aching nipples that stand at attention in the cool air of the suite. The ruined bra hangs open, framing my chest in that ridiculous, trashy fur.

“Gentlemen,” Sterling calls out without looking away from my tits. “The buffet is open.”

A stupid joke his yes men all chuckle at. I hear them shuffling closer, ice clinking in glasses, murmurs of appreciation.

“Outstanding,” Whitman mutters from somewhere to my left.

Sterling steps back, just an inch. He looks down at me, kneeling in my crushed velvet mini-skirt and striped thigh-highs, tits out, a Santa hat sliding askew on my head.

“Suck it,” he commands.

He doesn’t unzip. He waits.

I know what I have to do. My hands shake as I reach for his belt buckle. It’s heavy, silver. I undo it. Then the button. Then the zipper. The sound of the zipper rasping down is loud in the silent room.

I reach into his trousers. His boxers are silk—of course. I pull the waistband down, and he springs free.

He is thick. Heavy. Veined with age and power. He isn’t fully hard yet—he’s semi-erect, heavy and waiting to be coaxed.

I lean forward. The bells on my Santa hat jingle softly—ding-a-ling—a ridiculous soundtrack to my submission.

I open my mouth and take him in.

I take him. I wrap my lips around the Chairman of the Board, tasting the salt of his skin, the staleness of the party, the musk of a man who hasn’t been told ‘no’ in thirty years, maybe more.

He tastes like salt, the staleness of the party, and musk—the musk of a man who hasn’t been told ‘no’ in thirty years. I swirl my tongue around the head, coating him in spit, treating him with a reverence I usually reserve for Greg. But Greg is just watching. Standing by the fireplace with his drink, watching another man—his boss—receive the affection that belongs to him.

“Look at the enthusiasm,” Davis chuckles darkly. “She knows who signs the checks.”

Sterling places a hand on the top of my head. “Deeper,” he growls. “Don’t tease me, Sarah. Service me.”

I obey. I relax my throat, suppressing the gag reflex that threatens to rise. I take another inch. Then another. My nose buries into his grey pubic hair. I bob my head, sucking hard on the upstroke, letting my cheeks hollow.

He begins to grow in my mouth, thickening, pulsing. I feel the blood rushing into him, fueled by my mouth and the sight of me on my knees in this absurd costume.

“That’s it,” Sterling breathes. His hips start to move, bucking slightly, meeting my mouth. “Work the shaft. Use that tongue.”

I use my hands to cup his balls, fondling the heavy weight of them, while my mouth works a relentless rhythm. The velvet skirt rides up my thighs as I shift, the cool air teasing the very top of my stockings where the flesh bulges slightly.

I can feel the jeweled plug inside my ass. It presses against me with every movement of my jaw, a constant fullness that reminds me I’m open at both ends.

“Greg,” Sterling says, straining a little. “Your wife has a talented mouth. We might need to rethink her role at the next corporate retreat.”

“She’s happy to help, sir,” Greg replies smoothly.

The indignity of it—being discussed like office equipment while I’m choking on a cock—sends a jolt of arousal straight to my clit. I moan around Sterling’s meat, the vibration travelling through him.

He stiffens.

“Enough foreplay,” he snaps.

He pulls out of my mouth. A strand of saliva stretches from my lip to his tip before snapping. He looks down at it, satisfied.

“Turn around,” he barks. “Bend over the arm of the sofa. I want to see that ass up close and personal.”

I scramble to my feet, wiping my mouth with the back of my hand. I walk to the velvet sofa on wobbly legs, conscious of every eye on me. The skirt barely covers the curve of my ass.

I bend over the armrest.

The position forces my hips up and my chest down. My tits dangle, brushing against the upholstery.

“Lift the skirt,” Sterling orders.

I reach back and grab the hem of the crushed velvet. I pull it up to my waist.

There is a collective intake of breath from the room.

My ass is spread wide by the position. And there, glittering in the center of my hole, is the red jeweled butt plug. It flares the rim of my anus, stretching me into a perfect, decorative circle.

“Festive,” Pierce laughs. He sounds breathless.

Sterling walks up behind me. I can feel the heat radiating off him.

“Whitman,” Sterling says. “Do the honors.”

Whitman steps forward. I see his hand reach out. He grabs the gem base of the plug. I know he won’t be kind.

“Ready, Sarah?” Whitman whispers, his voice thick with lust. He twists the plug in my ass and I cry out, my hands gripping the sofa fabric.

“Yes,” I gasp. “I’m ready.”

And he yanks it out.

The suction breaks. The plug slides out, slick with lube. My asshole gapes open—a pink, twitching O that tries desperately to close but stays stretched.

“Look at that,” Sterling says. “Open and waiting.”

He doesn’t warn me. He doesn’t ask if I’m ready.

He grabs my hips, his thumbs digging into the soft flesh above my stockings. He lines himself up with my pussy. And he drives home.

I scream, my fingers clawing into the sofa cushion.

He is big. And he is rough. He enters me in one long, punishing thrust that bottoms me out. I feel him hitting my cervix, filling me completely, stretching the walls of my vagina that are already soaking wet with anticipation.

“Tight,” Sterling grunts. “So fucking tight.”

He begins to move. He pulls almost all the way out—leaving just the head inside—and then slams back in.

Slap.

His pelvis hits my ass cheeks.

Slap.

“Take it,” he growls, just like any man.

Every thrust shakes my whole body. The bells on my hat jingle furiously—ding-ding-ding—a chaotic, humiliating rhythm that matches the slapping of his skin against mine. My tits bounce and sway, the scratchy fur of the ruined bra rubbing painfully, exquisitely against my nipples.

“Oh god, yes! Please!” I cry out. I don’t even know why. Except that it’s my role.

“You like this, don’t you?” Sterling sneers, leaning down to bite the sensitive cord of my neck. “You like being our new little slut.”

“Yes! I’m your slut! I’m your Christmas bonus!”

The words tumble out of me, fueled by the relentless pounding. I look to the side, hair falling in my face, and see the other four men standing in a semi-circle, watching. They are stroking their cocks through their trousers or openly jerking off. Their eyes are glued to the place where Sterling’s cock disappears inside me.

Greg is there too. He catches my eye. He nods, once. Good girl.

That nod destroys me.

The shame of it—the image of myself in this cheap, torn costume, bent over a sofa while my husband’s boss fucks me like a dog—collides with the physical sensation of Sterling’s thick cock stretching me open.

My pussy clamps down on him.

“I’m gonna come!” I wail.

Sterling doesn’t slow down. He speeds up. He grabs a handful of my hair and yanks my head back.

“Come for the Board, Sarah. Show us what a perfect little slut you are.”

I can’t stop it if I wanted to. It starts in my clit, buzzing and burning, and radiates outward until my thighs are shaking uncontrollably. I scream, a long, broken sound, as my vaginal walls spasm around him, milking him, squeezing him.

“Oh, fuck, it’s happening,” Sterling moans as my climax triggers him. He can’t hold back either. My pussy convulsing around his cock pushes him over the edge.

He drives deep—one final, brutal thrust that buries him to the root—and holds it there.

I feel him erupt.

It’s momentous. Hot jets of cum flood my insides, coating my cervix, pooling deep within me. He twitches and throbs, pumping load after load into his new Vice President’s wife. It feels incredibly full, incredibly hot, and incredibly final.

He groans, resting his forearms on my sweat-slicked back, his breathing ragged.

I’m panting like a dog, drooling onto the sofa, my body still twitching with aftershocks. I can feel his cum leaking out of me, mixing with my own fluids, trickling down my thigh past the band of the red and white striped stocking.

When Sterling pulls out slowly, I feel the loss of him, the emptiness returning, followed immediately by the wet gush of his cum escaping.

He steps back, zipping his fly but leaving his belt undone. He looks down at me—at my heaving back, my spread legs, the mess dripping from my pussy onto the expensive carpet.

“Excellent performance, Sarah,” he says, returning to his usual polished boardroom calm.

He turns to the other men. “Well, gentlemen, who’s next?”

I hear movement. The clinking of a belt buckle. The heavy tread of shoes on carpet.

“Greg,” Whitman’s voice cuts through the haze. “Hand me that lube.”

I squeeze my eyes shut. Lube.

I hear the snap of a cap opening.

“Lift up, Sarah,” Whitman commands from behind me.

I push myself up on shaky arms, arching my back again, resetting the display. My ass is still spread, the hole gaping slightly from the plug and the anticipation. My pussy is a mess of white and clear fluids, glistening in the light of the Christmas tree.

I feel something cold and slick hit my asshole. Whitman doesn’t use his fingers first to tease. He squeezes the bottle directly onto me. A generous glob of gel runs down my crack.

Then, the head of his cock.

It’s different from Sterling’s. Narrower, but harder. Pointier. He presses against the ring of muscle that hasn’t been touched by anything but the jeweled plug tonight.

“Relax,” Whitman growls.

He pushes.

“Ungh!” I grunt, bracing myself against the sofa.

My sphincter resists, tight and shocked, but the lube makes it inevitable. He slides in—slowly, inch by inch. The stretch is intense, a burning ring of fire that quickly morphs into a deep, invasive pressure. He fills the space the plug had warmed up, but he goes deeper, invading those parts of me that always feel forbidden.

“That’s it,” he breathes, his hips hitting my ass cheeks with a dull thud. “Take it all.”

He sinks balls-deep. I feel completely impaled. My belly feels full, heavy with the weight of him inside my guts.

He starts to move. It’s not the frantic pounding of Sterling. It’s a slow, grinding rhythm. He churns inside me, exploring the walls of my rectum with a precision that makes my toes curl.

“Look at that,” Pierce comments from the sidelines. “Disappears right inside her.”

I moan, a low, needy sound. The friction is incredible. Every time he pulls back, my hole clings to him; every time he pushes in, it feels like he’s rearranging my insides.

“Room for one more,” Davis says.

He walks around the sofa. I open my eyes to see him standing right in front of my face. He’s already hard, holding his cock in his hand—thick, red-headed, twitching.

“Open,” he says.

I open my mouth.

He doesn’t hesitate. He steps in between my arms and feeds himself to me.

I take him.

Now I am full. Truly, completely full.

Whitman is grinding into my ass from behind, filling my back passage. Davis is thrusting into my mouth from the front, filling my throat. I am the meat in an executive sandwich.

The sensation is overwhelming.

Thrust. Whitman hits deep. I gasp, but the sound is stifled by Davis’s cock.

Thrust. Davis pushes past my teeth, hitting the back of my throat. I gag, my eyes watering, but Whitman anchors me by gripping my hips.

I can’t breathe. I can’t think. I can only feel.

The smell of Davis’s sex fills my nose—musky, clean sweat. The heat of Whitman’s body radiates against my back. The sounds of their pleasure—grunts, wet slaps of skin, the squelch of lube—fill the room.

“She takes it well,” Whitman pants, picking up the pace. His thrusts become sharper, snapping my head forward with each impact.

Davis meets the rhythm. Every time Whitman shoves me forward, Davis shoves his cock deeper into my mouth. They fall into a brutal sync.

Slam. Gag. Slam. Gag.

My world narrows to the two poles of sensation. My ass is burning, stretched to its limit, aching with a pleasure that borders on pain. My jaw aches, my throat is raw, saliva drooling down my chin onto Davis’s balls.

“Fuck, she’s tight,” Whitman groans. “Greg, you lucky bastard. Her ass is like a vice.”

“It is, isn’t it.” Greg’s voice floats from somewhere nearby. Calm. Proud.

I try to look for him, but my head is locked in place by Davis’s thrusts. I can only see the blur of the room, the twinkle of the Christmas lights, the dark shapes of the men using me.

The dual penetration hits a nerve. Literally. Whitman angles his hips, grinding upward, and hits a spot inside my ass that sends a shockwave straight to my clit.

I whimper around Davis’s cock. My body spasms.

“She likes that,” Davis laughs, looking down at my tear-streaked face. “Look at her eyes rolling back.”

He grabs my hair, holding me steady. “Suck it harder, Sarah. Drain me.”

He starts to face-fuck me in earnest now. He pulls almost all the way out and slams back in, over and over, careless of my teeth, careless of my air supply.

At the same time, Whitman abandons the slow grind for a frantic, piston-like pounding.

I am being battered from both sides.

I am suspended in a haze of pure sensation. The pain in my jaw, the burn in my ass, the friction against my clit as I grind against the sofa arm—it all blends into a white-hot frenzy.

“I’m gonna blow!” Whitman shouts.

“Me too!” Davis yells.

There is no warning. No countdown.

Whitman stiffens. He drives into my ass one last time, burying himself to the hilt, and explodes.

I feel it. Deep in my bowels. Hot, thick pulses of cum shooting into my rectum.

Pulse. Pulse. Pulse.

At the exact same second, Davis groans and thrusts deep into my throat.

He erupts.

Thick, salty ropes of cum hit the back of my throat. I gag, my throat convulsing, but he holds me there. I have no choice but to swallow.

More comes. It coats my tongue, fills my mouth, floods my esophagus. It tastes bitter and hot and overwhelming.

I am filled from both ends simultaneously. Whitman’s seed in my ass. Davis’s in my stomach.

They hold the position for what feels like an eternity, emptying their orgasms into me, shaking with the force of their release.

Finally, they collapse.

Whitman pulls out of my ass with a wet filthy sound. My hole stays gaping open, dripping a mixture of clear lube and white cum onto my thighs.

Davis pulls out of my mouth. A mess of saliva and semen spills over my lips, running down my chin, dripping onto the ruins of the Santa costume.

I slump onto the sofa arm, gasping for air, coughing, my body twitching. I am leaking from everywhere.

“Jesus,” Pierce says into the silence. “That was… efficient.”

I turn my head, cheek resting on the velvet, and look at Greg.

He is taking a photo.

Click.

Me, sandwiched between two men zipping up their trousers. My mouth wet with cum. My ass dripping cum. My eyes dazed and empty.

“Two down,” Greg says, checking the screen. “Thorne. Pierce. You’re up.”

The words hang in the air like smoke. My body feels heavy, vibrating with the aftershocks of being double-filled. I can feel the warm fullness in my ass, the sticky heat in my throat. I am a used thing, discarded on the velvet, leaking the evidence of my service to the Board.

But I’m not done yet.

“Up, Sarah,” Greg commands. His voice isn’t unkind, just absolute.

I push myself up. My arms tremble. My knees feel like water. The cheap velvet skirt is twisted around my waist, my stockings sagging slightly. I wipe my mouth with the back of my hand, smearing Davis’s cum across my cheek.

Thorne and Pierce step forward. They’ve been watching. They’ve been waiting. And they are hungry.

Thorne is the tall one, broad-shouldered, with eyes that look at me like I’m a particularly juicy steak. Pierce is leaner, wirier, with a nervous energy that feels dangerous.

“Table,” Thorne says. He points to the low, glass coffee table in front of the fireplace.

“Get on it.”

I look at the table. It’s hard. Cold. Transparent.

I walk over to it on unsteady legs. My heels click on the hardwood floor, then go silent as I step onto the plush rug. I climb onto the table. The glass is cool against my knees and palms. I am elevated now, center stage, displayed like a centerpiece.

“On your back,” Pierce orders.

I turn over. The glass chills my bare skin. I lie back, spreading my legs wide, my heels resting on the edge of the table. My ass is right at the edge, lifted and exposed.

From this angle, they can see everything. The red, gaping hole of my ass, still leaking Whitman’s cum. The swollen, wet lips of my pussy, dripping Sterling’s load. My torn costume. My heaving chest.

“Messy,” Thorne grunts, looking down at the carnage between my legs. “I like it.”

He steps between my spread legs.

“Pierce,” Thorne says. “Take the mouth.”

Pierce moves to the head of the table. He looms over me, unzipping his fly. He pulls out his cock—it’s long, thin, and visibly throbbing.

“Open up, sweetheart,” he sneers.

I tilt my head back, opening my mouth. He doesn’t wait. He pushes in, fucking my face from above. It’s an awkward angle, forcing my neck to arch, my throat to open straight down.

At the other end, Thorne doesn’t go for a hole immediately. He grabs my ankles and pushes my knees back toward my chest.

“Look at this view,” he tells the room. “Wrecked.”

He spits into his hand. Hauk-tui. A big glob of saliva. He rubs it onto his cock—thick and angry red.

He lines himself up with my pussy.

“I’m gonna stir the porridge,” he laughs.

He shoves in.

“Ahhh!” I cry out, the sound muffled by Pierce’s cock.

Thorne enters the mess Sterling left behind. The sensation is slick, squelching, almost frictionless at first because of the amount of cum inside me. But then he hits bottom. He hits my cervix with a dull thud that rattles my teeth.

“Yeah,” he groans. “That’s good. nice and loose.”

He starts to pound. It’s not about pleasure for him; it’s about dominance, about hurting me. He slams into me, his hips hitting the soles of my feet where he’s holding my legs.

Pierce, above me, is erratic. He fucks my mouth with quick, jerky strokes. He grabs my hair, twisting it around his fist to hold my head steady.

“Suck it,” he hisses. “Use those lips.”

I try. I really do. I swirl my tongue, I tighten my lips, I make the noises I know they want. But I am getting lost in the sensation of being stretched and filled again.

The view from down here is disorienting. I see the crystal chandelier above me. I see Pierce’s sweating face. I feel Thorne’s weight rocking the table.

And through the glass beneath me, I catch a glimpse of Greg’s reflection. He’s standing over us, phone out, recording a video.

“Smile for the camera, Sarah,” Greg says.

I try to smile around the cock in my mouth. It probably looks like a grimace.

Thorne leans forward, pressing my knees almost to my ears. This opens me up completely. I feel like a wishbone about to snap. My hips are tilted high, my ass hovering inches off the glass, while my thighs are pinned back against my chest. I am utterly exposed. The firelight catches the wet sheen of my inner thighs, the swollen, battered lips of my pussy, and the gaping, red twitch of my used asshole.

“Look at that,” Thorne grunts, staring down at the mess between my legs. “Wrecked.”

He doesn’t hesitate. He drives back into me.

Because my legs are pushed so far back, the angle is brutally deep. He slams directly into the deepest recess of my cunt.

“Fuck!” I scream, the sound vibrating against Pierce’s cock in my throat.

Thorne finds a rhythm that is pure violence. He isn’t making love; he isn’t even having sex. He is using a hole. He piston-fucks me, his heavy hips slapping against the soles of my feet, forcing me to rock on the hard glass table.

Slap. Squelch. Slap.

The sound is obscene. It’s the sound of Sterling’s cum being churned and frothed by Thorne’s cock. I feel the fluids sliding out around his girth, lubricating the friction, making a wet, sucking noise with every thrust.

“Sloppy,” Thorne laughs, breathless. “She’s so fucking loose now. Just a fucking cumbucket for the Board.”

Above me, Pierce is relentless. He takes advantage of my pinned position to face-fuck me with impunity. He grabs a handful of my hair, twisting it around his fist to hold my head steady against the glass.

“Take it,” Pierce hisses, looking down at me with cold, dead eyes. “Swallow me, bitch.”

He pulls almost all the way out, letting the cool air hit his saliva-slicked shaft, and then slams back in. He hits the back of my throat. I gag, my eyes watering, tears streaming sideways across my temples and onto the table.

I am the meat in the middle. The connection point between two men who don’t care about my name, only my function.

I can’t breathe. I can’t think. There is only the burning stretch in my pussy and the choking fullness in my throat.

Greg is circling the table. I can see his reflection in the glass beneath me—a dark shape moving like a shark. He holds his phone low, filming upward through the table.

He’s recording the view from below. The sight of my mashed ass cheeks, the lips of my cunt stretched wide around Thorne’s cock, the white froth of cum leaking out and smearing against the glass.

“Smile, Sarah,” Greg whispers. “Show the shareholders what you’re made of.”

I try to whimper, but Pierce silences me with a brutal thrust.

My body is starting to short-circuit. The pain and the pleasure are bleeding together into a white-hot haze. The degradation is so absolute, so heavy, that it crushes my resistance. I am a slut. I am a hole. I am the fucking Christmas fucking bonus.

My hips start to buck involuntarily, meeting Thorne’s thrusts. My pussy clamps down on him, desperate to milk him, desperate to be filled even more.

Thorne speeds up. He’s hammering me now, his whole body tense, sweat dripping from his forehead onto my exposed belly.

The friction is too much. My clit throbs with every movement of my hips. The overstimulation breaks me.

I come.

It’s a jagged, tearing orgasm. My body arches, fighting the restraint of my pinned legs. I scream into Pierce’s cock, my throat constricting around him, while my pussy spasms violently around Thorne.

“Yes! Fuck! Yes!”

My climax triggers them.

Thorne stiffens. He slams into me one last time, burying himself to the hilt, and holds it there.

I feel him erupt.

It’s hot. So much hotter than Sterling’s cooling load. Thorne pumps thick, heavy jets of seed straight into the soup inside me. I feel my pussy filling, heavy and sloshing. It’s an overdose of cum.

Above me, Pierce groans. He doesn’t pull out. He drives deep into my throat, past my tonsils, and unloads.

I gag, my throat convulsing, but he holds my head down.

I swallow. I have to.

He pumps load after load of bitter, hot slime down my gullet. It coats my tongue, fills my sinuses, blinds me with the taste of him.

I am filled from both ends. Simultaneously.

They stay there for a long moment, twitching, draining every last drop into the company whore.

Finally, Pierce pulls out. A string of saliva and cum hangs from my lips. I gasp for air, choking, and coughing.

Thorne pulls out of my pussy.

A flood of mixed fluids—Sterling’s, Thorne’s, my own juices—pours out of my gaping hole. It pools on the glass table beneath my ass, warm and sticky.

I collapse, legs falling open, lying in the puddle of their waste.

“Clean up on aisle four,” Thorne jokes, zipping his fly.

Greg steps forward. He leans over the table, bringing the camera inches from my face.

I stare up at him, lying there in the aftermath, chest heaving. I feel like a piece of garbage—beautiful, disposable garbage.

“That makes five,” Greg says, as he checks the footage. “The whole Board has signed off.”

“Not signed off, not yet,” a gravelly voice interrupts.

I freeze.

Sterling.

I peer around to find him. He’s sitting in a high-backed leather armchair by the fire, legs spread wide, watching me with that same predatory focus he had in the ballroom. He’s holding a fresh scotch, swirling the amber liquid. His tuxedo trousers are still unzipped, his belt undone.

And he’s hard again.

He murmurs something to Greg.

“The Chairman isn’t finished with his bonus,” Greg explains, looking at me with a dark, expectant smile. “He wants to see if your tits are as useful as your holes.” He pauses. “So, sit up, Sarah.”

It’s an order, not a request.

I struggle to obey. My abs are sore, my body slick. I slip slightly on the mess beneath me as I push myself upright. I end up kneeling on the glass, sitting back on my heels. My pussy squelches wetly against my thighs as I move, a fresh trickle of the boys' deposits running down my legs.

I am a mess. My hair is matted. My makeup is a smear of black and red. The Santa hat is clinging to the side of my head by a bobby pin. The cheap velvet skirt is bunched at my waist, stained dark with sweat and sex.

“Beautiful,” Greg says. “Now get over there and take good care of my boss.”

I roll off the table. My legs are jelly. As I stand, a fresh gush of mixed semen slides out of me and runs down my inner thigh, soaking the top of my striped stocking. I wobble, grabbing the back of the sofa for support.

“Over here,” Sterling says. His voice is quiet, but it carries the weight of a gavel.

I walk to him. It’s the walk of shame, but it feels like a victory lap. I am covered in their fluids. My costume is torn. My hair is a rat’s nest. And the most powerful man in the room still wants me.

I stop in front of his chair.

“Kneel,” he says.

I drop to my knees between his spread legs. The plush carpet is soft against my bruised skin.

“Closer.”

I shuffle forward on my knees until my chest is pressing against his thighs. I can smell him—expensive wool, scotch, and the faint, lingering scent of my own pussy on his skin.

“These,” he says, reaching out to cup my breasts. His hands are large, warm, and rough. He squeezes them together, pushing the pale flesh up. “They’ve been staring at me all night. Begging for attention.”

“Yes, sir,” I whisper.

“Take the bra off,” he orders. “Get rid of that cheap trash. I want skin.”

I reach up with shaking hands. The clasp is already broken, so I just peel the cups away. I slide the straps down my arms. The ruined garment falls to the floor.

My breasts swing free. Heavy. Full. Nipples dark and erect, glistening with a sheen of sweat and the stray droplets of Davis’s cum that landed there earlier.

“Much better,” Sterling murmurs.

He leans back in the chair, getting comfortable. He takes his semi-hard cock in his hand and strokes it once, twice, until it stands at full attention.

“Grease them up,” he says.

He nods to the side table where the bottle of lube sits.

I grab it. I squeeze a generous amount into my palm—cold, clear gel. I rub my hands together, then massage it onto my tits. It feels slick, slippery. I coat my cleavage, my nipples, and the undersides.

“Now,” Sterling says, guiding his cock forward. “Get to work.”

I lean in. I use my hands to press my breasts together, creating a deep, soft valley of flesh.

He slides his cock between them.

The sensation is incredible. His hot, hard shaft gliding against my cool, lubed skin. It feels velvety, smooth, intimate in a way that fucking isn’t.

I start to move. I rock my body back and forth, sliding his cock up and down my cleavage. I use my hands to squeeze tighter on the downstroke, creating pressure, dragging my nipples against the sides of his shaft.

“Fuck,” Sterling groans, his head falling back against the leather. “That’s it. Squeeze them tight.”

He starts to thrust, meeting my rhythm. His hips snap forward, driving his cock up through the valley of my tits until the head pops out just under my chin.

The lube makes a wet, sucking noise. It sounds filthy to me.

“Who knew you were such a slut?” Sterling sneers, looking down his nose at me. “Kneeling like a good little whore. Tits greased up for the boss.”

“Yes,” I pant, working harder. “I’m your whore.”

“Greg told me you liked this,” Sterling continues. “He told me you love being used. That you get wet for it.”

“I do,” I confess. “I love it.”

“You love being the office cum dumpster?”

“Yes!”

“You love taking the whole Board inside you?”

“Yes, sir! Please!”

He grabs my hair, yanking my head back so I have to look him in the eye while I service him.

“You’re nothing but a pair of tits to us, Sarah. Just a warm place to empty our balls. Do you understand that?”

The words cut deep, slicing through my pride, but they unleash a fresh wave of heat in my belly. The humiliation is the fuel. Being reduced to parts—mouth, ass, tits—is liberating.

“I understand,” I whimper. “I’m just tits. Just a bonus.”

“That’s right,” he says. “Now work for it. Make me cum, you cow.”

He starts to fuck my tits in earnest now. He grabs my shoulders for leverage and pounds into me. His cock slides furiously between my breasts, the friction building heat. He slaps my tits with his shaft—left, right, left—leaving red marks on the pale skin.

I moan, lost in the rhythm. My own pussy is throbbing, leaking onto the carpet, responding to his degradation.

“I’m gonna ruin these tits,” Sterling warns. “I’m gonna cover them in glue. Make you wear it home.”

“Do it,” I beg. “Please, sir. Cover me.”

He speeds up. His breathing is ragged. His face is flushed red.

“Here it comes!”

He stiffens. He pulls his cock almost all the way out, then shoves it deep into my cleavage and holds it there, pressing the head against my sternum.

I squeeze my tits together as hard as I can.

I feel a hot sticky wetness hit my skin.

He unloads. Thick, heavy ropes of cum shoot up from between my breasts. They land on my collarbone. On my neck. One flies high and hits my chin.

He keeps pumping. The white fluid pools in my cleavage, mixing with the lube, coating my nipples, sliding down my ribs in slow, sticky rivulets.

“Yeah,” Sterling sighs, the fight draining out of him. “Look at that mess.”

He pulls back.

I stay kneeling. My chest is heaving. My tits are glazed, shining, covered in the Chairman’s seed. I look down at myself. I look like a glazed donut.

Greg steps into view. He crouches down beside me, bringing the camera close to my chest.

“Hold still,” he whispers. “Let the light catch it.”

Click.

I look up at Sterling. He is zipped up, reaching for his scotch. He takes a sip, then looks down at me one last time.

“Now that,” he says, pointing at my heaving, cum-covered chest, “is festive.”

Greg ‘s camera shutter clicks rapidly.

Me, kneeling. Santa hat crooked. Tits pushed together, absolutely covered in the Chairman’s cum.

“Merry Christmas,” Greg whispers. “Now get on the floor. The others are feeling left out.”

I look up.

Whitman, Davis, Thorne, and Pierce are standing in a loose semi-circle behind him. They’ve had a few minutes to recover. They’ve had some scotch. And watching Sterling fuck my tits has clearly had an effect.

They are all unzipped again. Trousers down. Cocks out. And they are stroking.

Four hard cocks. Waiting for me.

My stomach flips—a mix of dread and absolute, soaring arousal. I nod, mute.

“Center of the room,” Greg commands. “Under the chandelier. I want the light to hit you from every angle.”

I crawl. I don’t stand up. I crawl on my hands and knees across the plush carpet, dragging my cum-slicked tits and my leaking pussy toward the center of the suite. The movement forces more of the mixed fluids inside me to slip out, leaving a snail trail of slime on the rug.

I reach the spot.

“On your back,” Greg says. “Legs spread. Arms out. Like a snowflake.”

I roll over. The carpet scratches my bare back. I spread my legs as wide as they will go. My inner thighs are trembling with exhaustion. My pussy is a swollen, red mess, gaping open. My ass feels permanently stretched. My tits are a disaster zone.

I open my arms wide. Surrender.

The four men step forward. They tower over me like the skyscrapers outside. I look up at the ring of faces—flushed, sweating, eyes glazed with lust.

“Target practice,” Pierce snickers, pumping his long, thin cock.

“Where do you want it, Greg?” Whitman asks, his hand moving furiously on his shaft.

Greg circles the group with his camera, getting the angles.

“Everywhere,” Greg says. “Cover her. I don’t want to see skin. I want a White Christmas.”

He pauses, then adds: “Face first. Then tits. Then fill the cracks.”

The men groan in agreement. The sound of four men jerking off fills the room—a wet, slapping rhythm that surrounds me.

I look up at Davis. He’s standing right above my head. His cock is swaying, dripping pre-cum that lands on my forehead. Splat.

“Open your eyes, Sarah,” Davis growls. “Watch it coming.”

“I’m close,” Thorne grunts from my left.

“Me too,” Pierce gasps.

“Do it!” Greg shouts. “Now!”

It happens all at once. An explosion.

Davis fires first. A thick, heavy load hits my cheek with a wet thwack. Then another rope catches my eyelashes, gluing my right eye shut.

“Fuck!” I gasp, tasting salt as a drop hits my lip.

Whitman, standing over my chest, lets loose. His cum shoots in high arcs, landing squarely on my neck and my cum-covered tits, adding fresh, hot layers to Sterling’s mess.

Thorne is aiming for my midsection. He unloads a massive amount of fluid onto my stomach. It’s hot—so hot—pooling in my navel, sliding down my ribs.

And Pierce… Pierce steps between my legs. He aims straight down.

He shoots his load directly onto my aching cunt.

The cum hits my sensitive, swollen clit. It stings and soothes at the same time. He coats my pubic hair, my inner thighs, mixing with the leakage already there.

It’s a fucking blizzard. And I’m drowning in it.

I squeeze my eyes shut and just feel the impact. The heat. The weight. The sheer volume of DNA being dumped onto me. This might be the most submissive I’ve ever felt in my life.

The firing slows, then stops. The heavy breathing continues.

I lie there. Still.

I’m afraid to move. I feel heavy. My skin feels tight as the fluids begin to cool and dry. I can feel it in my hair, matting the strands to the carpet. I can taste it on my lips. I can feel it pooling between my breasts.

“Open your eyes, Sarah,” Greg whispers.

I force my left eye open. My right is sealed shut with cum.

Greg is standing directly over me. He’s not looking at me with love. He’s looking at me with ownership. He’s framing the shot.

“Perfect,” he murmurs.

Click.

He takes a step back.

“That,” he says to the room, “is how you close a deal.”

The men start to zip up, chuckling, clapping each other on the back. The tension breaks. They are corporate again. I am just the mess on the floor.

Greg tosses a hotel towel onto my stomach. It lands with a wet flop.

“Clean up, Sarah,” he says, brisk, no nonsense. “We have a brunch tomorrow. And you need to look respectable.”

I lie there for a long moment, listening to the zipper sounds and the low murmurs of satisfaction drifting above me. The towel is heavy on my stomach, but I don’t use it yet.

I just breathe.

The smell is overwhelming—bleach, sweat, musk, and the faint metallic tang of the plug that’s still lying on the carpet somewhere. It’s the scent of a locker room, but it’s plastered all over me.

Inside, my chest is hollowing out.

Greg did this.

He didn’t just let it happen. He didn’t just watch. He architected it. He looked at his wife—his polished, elegant, Bloomingdale’s trophy wife—and saw a piece of meat he could trade for a corner office. He dressed me up in trash, filled my holes with toys, and fed me to his wolves.

And the terrifying, electric truth vibrating in my bones is that I don’t hate him for it.

I worship him for it.

A normal wife would be shattered. She’d be sobbing, feeling betrayed, feeling like a victim. But as I feel the crusting fluids tightening on my skin, I don’t feel like a victim.

I feel precious.

I feel valuable.

Greg knows me better than I know myself. He knew that beneath the silk gowns and the polite dinner parties, there was this. A hole waiting to be filled. A canvas waiting to be painted. He knew that I didn't want a diamond bracelet for Christmas. I wanted to be held down and emptied out. I wanted to be the thing that five powerful men bonded over.

I am his currency. And he just spent me to buy the world.

I look over at him. He’s pouring a drink for Sterling, laughing at a joke I can’t hear. He looks lighter. Triumphant.

He turns and catches my eye. His gaze drops to the mess on my face, the cum matting my hair, the absolute ruin of his wife. And his eyes flare with a dark, possessive heat that burns hotter than any generic "I love you" ever could.

He owns this. He owns the mess. He owns the shame.

I lift my hand. My fingers are sticky. I touch the glob of cum on my cheek—Davis’s? Whitman’s? It doesn’t matter. It’s mine.

I bring my finger to my mouth.

I lick it clean.

It tastes bitter. It tastes like power. It tastes like my new life.

I am not Mrs. Sarah Gale, the hostess. I am the Christmas Bonus. The office cumdumpster.

And I am at peace.

“Coming, Greg,” I whisper and I wipe the cum from my eyes, drape the towel over my naked, painted body, and stand up to face my husband. My master.

Best Christmas ever.
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